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CHAPTER XIV
A GREAT DISASTER

A YEAR passed, and once again the tramp of armed men awoke
the echoes of the woods over the many ridges of the Alleghany
Mountains and along the valley of the Ohio towards Fort
Duquesne. But this time it was not a small regiment of
Virginian volunteers in homespuns. For the first time in the
history of North America the virgin forests and green, rolling
prairies, where Indians had pitched their camps and the wild
buffalo had roamed, were gay with the scarlet jackets and the
tall mitre hats, the plastered pigtails, the pipe-clay trappings,
and the fresh, ruddy faces of British soldiers from the mother-
country. Although England and France still kept up a pre-
tence of peace, each country was preparing for a great struggle
on the borderland of their colonial possessions in America, and
each Government had sent out famous fighting regiments to
stiffen the ranks of the colonials and the Indian tribes who
would soon be engaged in deadly conflict.

For many months these English regiments had been quartered
in Virginia, waiting for supplies to be collected for the long
march across the mountains, when, as they fondly believed,
they would sweep the French garrisons from the frontier forts
and send them flying in one long line of retreat. During that
time of waiting there were gay doings at Alexandria, opposite
the present city of Washington. Young British officers from
the Court of St. James's were charmed with the fresh beauty
and simplicity of the Virginian ladies, and these, on their side,
were delighted to learn the latest fashions of London, to hear
theiatest gossip of the English Court, to dance quadrilles with
young gentlemen who had such elegant manners, and to play
thelitde game of love with gallant young dandies who were so
much more*'genteel' than the colonial squires, who were more